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lovely bedded wife 


Author's Notes: 
You know | had to do it. This one is meant to be shortlish), cliche, and goofy. Enjoy! Please feel free to 


comment to let me know if | should continue. 


Jaruary 25th, 1993 


The scraggly strands of blond hair are soft between Maggie's fingers, slippery soft like the horsehair of a 
violin's bow, or the downy fluff on the bottom of a kitten. She is threading it between her fingertips and 
smoothing it across her cheek as she watches her best friend at the altar, grinning wide, and in her croaky 
drunken whisper, she says to herself, "This is just like a fairytale story." 


But the soft blond hairs disappear from her cheek and are replaced by the prickly stubble of James' beard as 
he turns to press his smiling lips against her jaw. And as soon as those pricklies scratch her face, they begin 


poking holes in her story. 


"James!" Maggie giggles and shrinks away from his lips. “Quit it, this is their moment" 


"But l'm tryin’ to have a moment with you" 


Before them, Maggie's best friend and her groom are clutching hands, reciting vows, just seconds away from 
the big kiss and eternal matrimony. But James won't stop kissing her jaw. 


"| said quit it!" 

If anyone were sober enough, they would've most likely turned and told the two of them to pipe down. But 
they're all so hammered that it's a miracle the six of them are able to stand there, gathered upright on their 
feet around the makeshift altar at the edge of Kirk's pool. The floodlights from the back patio send winking 


ripples of light across the water's surface, making Maggie's vision swim as she puts a hand to Hetfield's face 


and pushes him away. 
"This is precious, now watch," she hisses, wrangling his hand into her own and holding on tight. 
Beside her, James merely grins and tightens his own grip, shoving his free hand into his pocket. 


"And Kirk," Lars is saying, gesturing grandly from the guitarist to his bride, "Do you take - erm, ah, Vanessa - 


"Victoria," the girl corrects. 
" - as your lovely bedded wife?" 
Kirk is beaming, adoration gleaming from every sweaty pore as he replies, "I do." 


"Well, that's that, folks. You may kiss the bride." 


Maggie's heart clenches. Her fingers are strangling James’ in an ecstatic chokehold as the bride and groom lean 


in closer, and closer, and closer, until they're so close she feels like her chest is going to burst. 

"This is it, James, this is it! Look!" 

His beer-hot breath is close to her ear when he murmurs back, "I only want to look at you." 

Maggie turns to be met with beautiful blue eyes. Suddenly, the pounding in her throat stops. She is face-to- 
face with James, so close his facial hair is tickling her lips, and she is breathless and dizzy and amazed by the 


nearness, by how handsome he is. 


Their fingers release from each other as her hands move to his chest. The world is lurching under her feet, 


tipping her ever so slowly forward, closer to that beer-breath mouth. 


Lars‘ voice breaks through the haze. 
"| present to you, Mister and Misses Hammett!" 
Everything spins again. Rice rains down on them, hands are clapping, and Maggie is vaguely aware of Kirk 


hefting Victoria into his arms and wobbling precariously on the edge of the swimming pool just as James’ 


mouth closes over hers. Before her eyes even flutter shut, the whole world falls dark. 


enlighten me 
January 26th, 1193 


When Maggie comes to, she can't tell if she's fallen asleep with a piece of salami as a pillow or if that sticky 
sensation is just her drool forming a swamp beneath her head. She also can't tell if the hammy odor under her 
nose is said salami pillow or just her own stench. What she is certain of, however, is that the sleep-sand 
cementing her eyelids together and the woozy ache in her head are the symptoms of a mammoth hangover 


swooping in. 


It takes an uncountable number of minutes for her to convince herself to really wake up. When she has the 


resolve to do so, she pries her eyes apart and pushes herself up onto her elbows with a grunt. 


What she sees beneath her leaves her confused and blinking: a butt cheek. A bare ass cheek, slick with saliva, 
a rope of which is slung between her mouth and the pale white skin. Her drool, on some man's peach-fuzzy 
ass, a man who is asleep face down on the floor with his boxers around his knees and arms in a halo-shape 
around his buzz-cut head. 


That would explain the salami pillow, she thinks. And then, What in goa's name happened last night? 


Her memory is a clean slate. She can hardly remember a thing. She recalls meeting up with Tori at a bar, 

downing shots of vodka in celebration of her friend's newly acquired doctorate, making friends with a guy Tori 
had met at the jukebox, and then.nothing. Absolutely nothing. Vague snapshots of standing in line at a T-Il with 
a bouquet of roses in hand, being crushed inside a taxi, and standing near a swimming pool come to mind, but 


they don't seem to make any sense. Could have been a dream. A really wild, vivid dream. 


But glancing around at Buzzcut Butt Boy and the large, unfamiliar living room she's in, Maggie begins to doubt 
if it really was a dream. She'd like to think she's stil dreaming, but the pulsing in her temples tells her it's not 


the case. 


"Oh, fuck." She cradles her face in her hands and lets out a long, stinky breath. "I don't do this. What did | do? | 


never do this." 


So, she came home with a stranger, slept with him, and fell asleep on his ass cheek. With her clothes still on 
Did she sleep with him? Her jaw aches and her hair is tousled, but that doesn't mean anything, does it? She 
looks around again, hoping to rejuvenate her memory by surveying her surroundings, and her belly jumps when 
she catches sight of a familiar white coat draped across the arm of a nearby couch. Tori's lab coat, the one 
she jokingly wore to the bar last night as a form of public broadcast announcing she was now a doctor. Which 


means lori is here somewhere. 


That gets Maggie moving. After clambering dizzily to her feet, she begins to pad barefoot through the living 
room, on a quest to find her friend Maybe Tori will remember. Maybe she'll clear things up. 


The house is huge. Whoever it belongs to must be loaded - this is what Maggie has always imagined the inside 
of those gorgeous Pacific Heights mini mansions to look like. It takes her a good amount of time to search the 
bottom floor alone, only to discover that she and Buzzcut are the only souls present down there, though the 
wreckage from the previous night's shenanigans are apparent: bottles and cans are strewn about on all 
surfaces, lamps and knick knacks have been knocked to the wayside, and the furniture is peppered with random 
articles of clothing here and there. It looks less like the site of a one-night stand, more like the venue of a 


rager. Or an aggressive orgy. 


When she pads to the top of the grand staircase, she stops in her tracks when she is greeted by a sleeping 
form. In a little alcove near the balcony, a small long-haired man is curled up like a kitten in a winged armchair, 
fast asleep. His heart-shaped face looks peaceful, a stray tendril of brown hair stirring across his lips as he 
breathes in, out, slow and lazy. His shirt is on, but crumpled at the base of the chair are a pair of leather 
pants and black socks. Maggie stares at him, taking in his familiar features as best she can, and vaguely she 
can remember this man grinning and orating with a bottle of vodka in one hand and a bible in the other. Still, 


the recollection makes no sense. 


The mental image she's beginning to form of the night before is starting to make her queasy, something 
completely apart from the hangover, though she doesn't yet know why. 


Her search continues through the labyrinth of the second story. Again, she's astounded by how massive the 
place is - she peers through at least seven doorways that all lead to empty bedrooms. Another one, toward 
the end of the hall, leads to a gargantuan bathroom. The cold porcelain tiles send goosebumps along her skin as 


she cautiously steps in, hand fumbling along the wall for a switch. 


When she turns the light on, the reflection that greets her in the wall-to-wall mirror horrifies her: her dark 
hair is rumpled, clothes wrinkled as if she's spent the night in a wind tunnel, her skin looks gray, and the red 
lipstick she'd so boldly donned the night before is smeared around her mouth in homage to a clown's smile. She 
quickly tries to fix herself up with pieces of toilet paper - triple ply, she notes, the good stuff - but there 
isn't much she can do to fix the trainwreck that is her face. Even after wiping away most of the messy 
makeup, there's still a faint pink stain around her mouth, and the bags beneath her eyes betray just how 
smashed she had gotten. 


Just as she's about to step back into the hall, a big pyramidal-shaped something on the counter catches her 
eye. Eyes narrowed, she picks it up, turning over the hefty glass piece in her hands; her thumbs swipes over 
a golden plaque at the bottom and she reads it aloud to herself under her breath: "American Music Awards 


1993..Favorite Heavy Metal Artist.Metallica?" 


Her head tilts to the side in confusion Metallica? Wos this..a replica? Of an award? But the American Music 
Awards only happened last night. What the hell? 


"This only gets more confusing," she says. She squints at the plaque once more, bringing it close to her eyes 


just to be sure. "Do heavy metal fans even live in mansions this big?" 


Upon looking back at her disheveled reflection, she is reminded that anything is possible. 
It occurs to her that maybe she's still drunk. 


Her quest continues, the light from the bathroom illuminating the last trek of her journey. The weird feeling in 
her stomach is making her need to find Tori and get some answers even more urgent. There is only one room 

left unchecked in the hall, and she's beginning to dread that maybe Tori isn't here at all. Still, she moves quietly 
to the last door and puts her hand against it, noting that this is the only one that's been half-closed. Seems 


promising. 


When she pushes it open, it creaks loud enough to plunge darts into her aching head. Inside it is too dark to 
make out much - she can see the silhouette of two large windows behind blackout curtains, the silhouette of a 
king bed muddled with slumbering bodies. Maggie's eyes scan the bodies, trying hopelessly to discern a familiar 
feature, and she is about to lose hope when she spots a hand dangling out of the duvet in the shaft of hallway 
light. Her heart jumps when she recognizes the shimmery pearl-colored nail lacquer on the dainty little 


almond-shaped nails. 
"Tori!" 
The hand stirs. 


Maggie rushes forward into the darkness, beelining for her friend with relief washing over her. "Tori, dude, | 
have been looking all over for you and | don't have a single clue - " Her feet catch on something and she 
tumbles forward on to the bed, a pained groan coming from the floor. "God, sorry, | didn't see anyone there. 


Are you okay?" 
A shadowy shape twists on the floor and croaks out, "What the fuck is your deal?" 


"Maggie?" Beneath her, Tori is twisting too, pushing herself upright and reaching for the bedside lamp. "What is 


going on?" 
"Fuckin’ bitch," the voice from the floor puts in. 


The lamp clicks. The room is bathed in dim light. Tori is sitting up in the bed, squinting and blinking back at her 
friend with damp hair hanging in kinky ringlets around her face. She says, "Damn, girl, what happened to you?" 


"Me? | don't know. What happened to us? Where are we?" 


"Um, well." The blond girl rubs her temple with one hand, still looking around in confusion. She peers at the the 
man sleeping beside her - from Maggie's view, just a mop of curly dark hair peeking from beneath the covers 
- and then glances back down at herself, inspecting her attire. "Well, | remember taking a taxi to Pacific 

Heights with some guy that said he was a guitarist, and his drunk ass friends, and | am wearing..a Metallica t- 


shirt." 

Maggie leans forward, saying in a whispered hiss, "How the fuck did you and | manage to get to Pacific Heights? 
Whoever lives here is some serious metalhead. | was in the bathroom and | found this, this - award thing, 
from the AMAs last night, and it said on it that it was for - fucking - " 

As the cogs begin working in her head, Maggie has trouble finishing her statement. Oh 

"What's going on?" The curly-haired form in the bed has started to rise from the pillow. Sheets fall back to 
reveal an equally-disheveled, equally-squinty man who seems less bewildered to have two girls in his bed than 


he should be. "How did you guys get here?" 


"That is what I'd like to know," Maggie says. She is beginning to see a trend here: men with long hair, various 


Metallica-related paraphernalia, copious amounts of alcohol... 

"Well, lm Kirk. Who are you?" He turns to Victoria and studies her closer, and after blinking sleep away a 
couple more times, recognition seems to fall over his face. "Oh, hey. We met at the bar last night. The 
jukebox? ‘Smoke on the Water?" 

‘Oh, shit." Tori sort of grins. "I still think that's a good song. My mind can't be changed 

Kirk is smirking too. "Still not Deep Purple's best song. Not by a long shot" 


"Forgive me for not knowing any other songs by Deep Fuckin’ Purple, | am not some sort of weenie." 


"Yes, you are." Still smirking, Kirk slumps down against the pillow, circling an arm around Tori's waist. "A Top 40 


weenie." 
"So | like Bon Jovi." She rolls her eyes but can't seem to lose her smile. "Sue me." 


"Guys" Maggie interjects, still feeling the uneasiness rising in her throat. "Care to fill me in here? | have no 


idea what happened last night. | don't even know where we are." 

"My house," Kirk replies simply. He rubs his eyes. "| met your friend here at a bar downtown and then you and 
| and my bandmates all came back here to my house to get smashed, and then.then | don't know. | assume we 
got smashed." 

"I remember the cab ride." Tori says to Maggie, "For some reason, you made us stop at T-Il”" 


"| know, | remember | got...roses.” Maggie turns back to Kirk. "You said ‘bandmates? 


"| did." 


"So, you're in a band?" 
He grins, obviously amused at her lack of comprehension. "America's favorite heavy metal artist” 


The glass pyramid spins in her mind's eye, the plaque on the bottom in perfect relief: Favorite Heavy Metal 
Artist - Metallica 


With a rock in her gut, Maggie looks at Tori and tries to whisper, "Tori, this man is in Metallica 
"What?" 
"We came home with Metallica" 


Tori snorts, rolls her eyes, looks to Kirk, but then stops when she sees him still smiling deviously. Her eyes 
travel back down to her shirt, and they start to slowly widen. "Oh, god, I'm starting to remember now." 


"You gotta tell me how the fuck this happened" Maggie leans forward and grabs her friend's hand. "I'm only 


getting more confused. How - whose ring is this?" 


Maggie turns Tori's hand over to study the big hunk of metal that had stabbed her in the palm. A fat silver 


ring in the shape of a skull stares back at her. 


"Hey." Kirk leans over, taking ahold of Tori's hand as well. He frowns. "How the hell did you get my ring? | want 
that back." 


Tori is looking down at her hand as if she's seen a ghost. And she's not saying anything, 
"Tori?" 

"Would you shut the fuck up?" came the voice from the floor. "Some of us are still trying to fuckin’ sleep" 
"Fuck off, Hetfield," Kirk says. He's still looking down at the ring. "Why would | give you this? | love this ring" 
"We fucked up," Tori said, ashen white. She looks like she might vomit: "We really fucked up." 

"Why? What happened?" 

"You aren't gonna believe me” 

"What?" 


"You and l.." She looks over at Kirk and raises her hand between them, hoping he will connect the dots. He 
doesn't. Both he and Maggie stare at her as if she's speaking in tongues. "Don't you get it?" 


Kirk shares a disconcerted look with Maggie. "No," he says, "Enlighten me." 
"We, you know - we did the thing." She's gesturing desperately with her hands. "We got married” 
There is a pause. Then, Kirk bursts out laughing. "Okay, you are definitely still drunk" 


"No, I'm serious" Tori grabs Kirk's arm, looking at him severely. The pale hand laid on his dark forearm glints 


and glares at Maggie, the ring catching in the lamplight. "I remember it." 
"You've got to be joking. Who could have possibly married us? It was just us last night" 


Some shuffling came from the doorway, accompanied by a yawn. The three of them turned to find the small 
heart-faced, brown-haired man lingering on the threshold, still pantsless and sleepy, but smiling. 


"Hey, guys," he says in a scratchy European accent. "What did | miss?" 


Maggie's head is spinning. Things are coming back to her, slowly but alarmingly, and she finds her hands are 
shaking in her lap. The roses, the ring, the bible, standing by the pool.. 


"It was him," Tori whispers to Kirk. She points at the man in the doorway. "He did it" 


ten foot pole 
January 26th, 1193 


Its not my fuckin’ fault," Lars insists as he tears a bagel in two. "| don't remember fuckin’ shit. But if | 


happen to be ordained, it's your responsibility to keep yourselves in check, not mine." 


"You could have just said no!" Tori spits back from across the kitchen island. The ice cubes in her glass of 
water rattle as she slams her hands down "Why would you ever agree to marry us?" 


Beside her, Kirk has his ear pressed to the phone, waiting to be connected with Cliff Burnstein, the band's 


manager. His eyes are trained on the ceiling as if he's hoping he can ascend through it and disappear. 

"| was drunk!" Lars says. 

"So was |!" 

"Well I'm not the one who's newly wedded, so | think we can tell who here is better at holding their drink" 
"Says the one who vomited into the pool last night! Amateur. 


From Lars’ side of the counter, a recently-awoken and woozy-looking Jason mutters, "Its not even a legal 


marriage. There's no reason to be pitching a fit about this." 


"The pictures are in the fucking newspaper, Newkid. What does it matter if it's legal when the whole fucking 


world knows it happened anyway?" 


Between the five of them sits the ugly proof: the morning's edition of the Chronicle splayed across the 
counter with a big fat image of bleary-eyed Kirk holding Tori bridal style on a street corner, complete with 
the headline "FOR WHOM THE WEDDING BELL TOLLS: Local Heavy Metal Hero Kirk Hammett Announces Surprise 
Marriage After AMA Win." The article that follows features some pretty damning details, including Kirk's direct 


quote, "| am getting married to my soul mate tonight, and | want the world to know!" 
Maggie's faced is pressed into her forearms, head still pounding with pain. The multiple glasses of water she's 
downed hasn't helped. Voice muffled by the countertop, she says, "I don't think playing the blame game is going 


to help anyone here." 


"Easy for you to say when you're not the one getting crucified for conveniently being an ordained fucking 
minister.” 


"If you wanna know who's to blame, it's that one right there." 


Maggie looks up to see that James has suddenly appeared in the doorway of the kitchen, pointing straight at 


her with a smug look on his face. 
"She's the brainchild of this stupid mess." 
"Me? What the hell did | do?" 


Folding his arms, James leans his shoulder against the door frame. "You're the one who scolded them for 


sucking face in the bar and said that if they're so god damn in love, why don't they get married." 

"Yeah!" Lars shouts, bagel bits flying from his mouth. "Blame her, not me!" 

"| did not," Maggie huffs with an eye roll. "That's ridiculous." 

"You did," James says. "| remember it crystal clear. I'm the one who told them not to." 

| was probably being sarcastic!” 

"Doesn't mean it wasn't your dumb ass idea" 

James’ eyes bore into hers. Accusing, disgusted. She could feel the heat rising up her throat, the words failing 
to form in her mouth, all the eyes in the kitchen turning to her as the six of them sat in complete 


dumbfounded silence. But James’ mocking glare fills her ears with noise. 


Kirk suddenly breaks the silence: "Hi, Cliff, Its Kirk. |, uh, have something to talk to you - oh, shit, fuck, so you 
already heard." 


An irate voice can be heard yelling over the phone line. With a nervous half-laugh, Kirk presses his free hand 


to the phone and turns his body away from the group. 
Jason's face falls into his hands. "Well, he's fucked" 


"Seriously, Maggie?" Tori turns to her friend accusingly. "Why would you say that? What the hell is wrong with 


you?" 


‘It was a joke," she insists. "Jesus. How was my drunk ass supposed to know this would end up happening? | was 


as tanked as you were." 
Tori's face also falls into her hands as she releases a muffled, agonized groan. Across the island, Lars is 
petulantly chewing his bagel, Jason is shaking his head, and James is still looking straight at Maggie with that 


patronizing stare. 


"Smooth fuckin! move, kid," he says. 


If you were so god damn coherent last night, why didn't you do anything to stop it?" 


"What the hell was | supposed to do? How was | supposed to protest with you sticking your tongue down my 
throat?" 


Maggie's stomach flips in horror, jaw hanging. "Like | would touch you with a ten foot pole." 
"| don't know if you forgot, sweetheart, but you did touch my ten foot pole last night. More than fucking once." 


She sputters, her tongue and memory betraying her. It can't be true. She knows it's not true. She woke up 
completely clothed and in a completely separate room. But just as she opens her mouth to object, her eyes 
travel down Hetfield's bare chest and to the waist of his jeans, where the faintest of red lipstick kisses lead a 


trail from his belly button and disappear downward into the unbuttoned fly of his black pants. Her lipstick. 
Speechless, her wide eyes meet James’ in time to see his shit-eating grin. 


"Well, guys," Kirk says, once more breaking the silence as he slams the phone back on its hook, “Cliff is pissed. 
Really pissed. He says he's been fielding calls from the press all morning and that | need to get my ass over to 
the radio station to sort this shit out before we leave the country tomorrow. Live /05 is waiting for me to 


come make an official statement.” 
"What kind of statement?" Tori asks. 


He looks like he is being asked to march to his own grave. "A statement of regret. Tell them it was a drunken 


mistake, another Alcohollica shenanigan and nothing more." 


"Oh. Good" But for some reason, Tori looks taken aback. "Yeah, thats what needs to be done. Clear this mess 


up. 
Lars shakes his head, brushes the crumbs from his fingers. "I don't envy you, man. Good luck with that." 
"We all should go," Jason says, "For moral support." 


"No fucking way. I'm out of here," says James as he buttons his pants and moves to the fridge. "You can fan 


this fire all by yourself, Hammett." 
‘Same here, | don't want anything else to do with this." Lars starts buttoning his shirt. "Where are my shoes?" 
Maggie looks to Tori, remorse in her eyes, feeling small beneath her friend's saddened gaze. "I'll go with you. l'm 


sorry.’ When she takes Tori's hand, the ring winks at her again, and Maggie covers it with her fingers. "| didn't 


mean for this to happen" 


"Don't apologize," Tori murmurs. She pushes a strand of blond hair behind her ear and looks to the floor. "It's 


not your fault." 
As he passes, James says, "Yes, it is," then hits Maggie with his shoulder as he goes toward the door. 


The remaining four all collect their belongings and put themselves together in order to head to the station As 
she moves about retrieving her shoes and wallet, Maggie feels the guilt eating at her, burning hot in her 
stomach, and though the pieces have all been put together for her at this point, she still finds herself 
wondering how this could have happened. Was it really her fault? And why did Tori look so suddenly 


downtrodden when she heard that Kirk will have to denounce the whole thing on the radio? 


Once they are all gathered by the door, ready to head out, Kirk grabs his keys and tries to smile through his 


sigh as he says, “Better hurry up. Don't wanna be late to my own funeral.” 


eK 


Outside of the radio station, the cloudless sky is a perfect venue for the sun to beat mercilessly on Maggie's 
back. It's atypically warm for January, but still not warm enough to be causing the beads of sweat that dot 
Kirk's forehead as he paces back and forth before the back door. Maggie watches him, silent and sympathetic, 
glad for possibly the first time in her life that she's just the average person and not the celebrity. 


Beside her, Jason is leaned against the wall, picking dirt from his nails. He's so casual in her presence it's 


almost as if he doesn't know that she fell asleep face-first in his ass the night before. 


"God, | don't know what I'm gonna do. Its Monday morning, people are in their cars headed to work, everyone 
will have their radio on, everyone is going to be listening to me blabber like a numbnuts, apologizing for a 
stupid thing that | hardly even remember doing." Mid-stride, Kirk pulls with both hands at his own hair. 


"Dammit, Hammett!" 

Jason chuckles, repeating quietly to himself, "Dammit, Hammett" 

"Don't be so hard on yourself," Maggie lamely suggests. "| mean, you aren't the first famous person to screw 
up, right? Rock stars are known for these kinds of things. At least it's just some alternative rock station, not 


CBS or something.” 


"Yeah, but it was already in the papers. Like, come on, the newspaper, of all things? Respectable people read 


the newspaper, my parents read the newspaper - " He pauses. "Oh, god. My parents. No, no, no, no." 


He's back to pacing, this time a light speed Maggie thinks that soon there will be ruts in the pavement if he 
doesn't stop. 


"God, l'm such an idiot. The phone is probably ringing at my house as we speak. They're probably wondering 
what the fuck I've gotten myself into. What did | get myself into?" He turns to them, face twisted with panic. "I 


don't know what l'm gonna do." 

Jason looks up, squinting against the sunlight. "What's the big deal? They know you're an idiot. It will be fine." 
"But they were so upset about the Rebecca thing, from the start they thought she was a druggie and - and 
when we divorced they were so happy, and they told me next time | get married | better do the thing right 
because they would be so disappointed for me to do it all over again" He buries his face into his palms. "Oh, 
God, I'm sorry Mom." 

Brows raised, Maggie looks to Jason, then across the parking lot to where Tori is huddled against a payphone, 
on the phone with her own mother. She's got her white lab coat on again to protect her from the cold, and 
the January breeze makes the tail of the coat flap in the wind. 

Maggie looks back to Kirk. "Well, Tori isn't such a bad girl. She just got her doctorate, you know." 

Kirk meets her eyes. "Really?" 

She nods. "That's why we were out celebrating last night. When we met you." 

Kirk just looks at her, as if waiting for her to say more. 

"And she..doesn't do drugs," Maggie continues. The guilt in her gut still churns. "She's actually a really good kid. 
No criminal record, straight A's in school, going to start a residency at a pediatric hospital in a couple weeks. 


Loves puppies? | don't know. You could have hitched yourself to a worse stranger." 


Kirk's still looking at her with that funny look, but now he's nodding. "Yeah," he says, "I guess you're right. My 
parents can't really be disappointed by that." 


With a sheepish eye roll, Maggie says, "She's pretty much perfect" 


Jason mocks in his best girl voice, "If she's so perfect why don't you marry her?" It's followed up by a wince 


and a grin when Maggie punches him in the side. 

"Now is not the time." 

"No, maybe he's right. Maybe this could work." Pacing again, this time slower, Kirk continues to nod while 
rubbing at his facial hair. "Maybe we could try this out for a couple months, see how it goes, let all the 
fanfare die down and just forget it ever happened. Later, when one of us wants to get hitched to someone else, 
we'll just stage a divorce and let it go at that." 


Jason's brows shoot up toward his stubbly hairline. "Does that really sound like a good idea to you?" 


"It was your idea," Maggie mocks back in a subpar Jason impression. She sticks her tongue out at him and then 


rears back when the bassist threateningly clicks his teeth near her face as if he's going to bite it off. 

"No, really | think..this could work" Kirk stops in front of them, hands at his sides. Then he peers across the 
parking lot to where Tori is still on the phone, blond hair twirling in the breeze. A nearly imperceptible smile 
comes to his face. "I think we should try it" 

Maggie, too, looks to her best friend across the parking lot. She remembers the glossy look in Tori's eyes when 
Kirk got off the phone with management, the way she had remained unusually quiet during the car ride to the 
radio station. And while she already feels guilty enough about getting her best friend into this mess in the 
first place, Maggie thinks that maybe Kirk is right. Maybe this crazy, stupid thing could work. 


The door behind them opens, and a bespectacled man pops his head out to say, "Kirk, you're on in five. You 
ready?" 


Kirk's gaze meets theirs, flicks back to his wife across the lot, and he nods. "lm ready." And he disappears into 
the studio. 


eK 


Leaning against the station wall, waiting for Kirk to re-emerge, Jason and Maggie stand in relative silence. The 


wind blows a strand of her long, straight hair across his face, and he clears his throat as he brushes it away. 


"You know," he says, catching her eye with a sideways glance, "| am pretty sure you fell asleep with your face 
in my ass last night." 


Maggie averts her eyes again, lips forming a thin line. "Did |?" 
"You did." 


"Hm. Didn't notice." 


"Ah." She can feel him smirking, feels it burning into the side of her face without even looking at him. "Maybe 
we should do it again sometime. But, like, the other way around." 


"Not a chance in hell, Newsted." 


"We'll see about that." 


Again they stand in silence as they wait for Kirk 


soft strokes and hard strokes 


March 3rd, 1983 


Five weeks is a long time. Long enough for Maggie to wash the slate of her mind clean and put behind her uh- 


oh weddings, guilt, glaring blue eyes, and newspaper headlines. 


She sells her paintings, does yoga. She has filled her mind back up with work and friends and all she ever hears 
of Metallica now is on the radio before she's able to switch the station, or from Tori's fleeting comments 
about phone calls with Kirk. The newlyweds talk a couple times a week, Kirk always calling from some hotel in 
middle America, and from what Tori divulges, it seems all is well. Calm. It is enough to soothe the nasty feeling 
in Maggie's belly. 


She's standing in line at the supermarket, a box of chocolate-covered strawberries wedged under her arm. 
Having just sold her fifth painting of the year, she's made enough money to pay her rent and treat herself, 
too. While browsing the shelves, she'd gazed at the wine section for a very long time before purposefully 
walking away - she can't stomach the idea of repeating what she'd done last time she decided to celebrate. 


As Maggie waits to check out, she's startled when a voice near to her ear says, "Got a hot date tonight?" 


She whips around to find Jason Newsted standing behind her, grinning and bald and smug. By now, he knows to 
dodge the punch she aims at his arm. 


"Don't scare me like that! And no, | am treating myself. | deserve it. What the hell are you doing here?" 


"Oh, you know." He lifts the six-pack of beer he's toting. "Just shopping around. Really, though, what's the 


occasion? No one just buys chocolate-covered strawberries in the middle of March." 


"I do." She turns away from him again, stepping back into line. "I recently sold one of my paintings, which is no 
small feat. So l'm indulging. Like | said, | deserve it" 


"Congratulations, Little Miss Picasso," Jason says, swooping in again to stand in her line of sight. "Didn't know 
you were an artist. You should tell Lars about that, he'd probably get rock hard just listening to you talk 


about oil paints." 


Maggie brushes away the question she wants to ask - Lars likes art? - to instead say, "Well, | am probably 


never going to see Lars again, so he'll have to get off on someone else's art." 
At this, Jason looks confused. "You're not coming tonight?" 


"Coming to what?" 


"Bowling." He grins again. "Lars' idea." 
"Danes bowl?" 

"That Dane does." 

"| wasn't invited." 


"Yeah, you were. | was there when Tori left the voicemail on your machine asking you to go just a few minutes 


ago. 
Maggie narrows her eyes. She has so many questions - why were Tori and Jason hanging out, when did the band 
even get back in town, | thought these little shits were on tour, what are the chances that | would run into this 
dumbass in the grocery store of all places, didn’t rock stars have assistants to shop for them or something - but 
instead she blurts out, "Will James be there?" 

"Reluctantly, yeah." 


Her expression sours. She turns away again. "I'll pass on the invitation" 


"Aw, c'mon!" Jason steps back in front of her, hands on her shoulders. "You can't just pass up on a good time 


because Hetfield is coming." 
"He's an ass." 


"Understatement of the year," he snorts. "But it will be fun He can sulk in the corner while the rest of us 


enjoy ourselves." 

"lm not good at bowling.” 

"Well, I've got a couple balls you can practice with - " 

"Jason!" 

He doesn't dodge the punch this time. He takes it with laughter and grabs her fist, refusing to let go as if 
holding her hostage until she gives in. "Come on. Your friend really wants you to be there. And you can talk to 
Lars about painting and shit. He's even probably got some people he can hook you up with as prospective 
clients. What do you say?" 


She tries to yank her hand from his. He just holds tighter and looks into her eyes. 


"Maggie." 


"Okay, fine!" She sighs, finally wrangling her fist free. "I will go. But only for Tori, not for you. So don't get any 


ideas, jackass." 
"Perfect. Knew you'd come around. Now, if you'd excuse me." 


He smirks at her and ignores her objections as he steps in front of her in line and sets his six-pack on the 


counter. 


eR 


When Maggie finally finds lane 24, she almost drops her rental shoes when Tori runs up to her and slams her 
with a hug. 


"Maggie! | knew you'd come! You never returned my call." 


"Yeah, well, | was out all day. Work stuff. But here | am!" The enthusiasm in her voice is dripping with 
insincerity, but Tori doesn't catch it. 


"I know it's really short notice, but | didn't know Kirk was going to be home for the next week and a half, and 
when he showed up at my door with Lars and Jason, Lars was so adamant that we should all go out and do 
something normal for once and he hasn't bowled since he left Denmark when he was a kid, so | immediately 


said yes, and | just really wanted you to be here." 


Again, Maggie is left with so many questions after hearing Tori's long-winded monologue, mainly how and when 


and why did Tori get so close fo all of them? What the fuck? 

"| wouldn't leave you alone with these heathens, Tor," Maggie jokes in response. 

The mismatched conglomerate that is Metallica is gathered around the control panel at the top of the bowling 
lane, working intently on typing each person's name into the scoring system. They all look so funny - Kirk in 
leather pants, Jason bald and dressed down, James with his half-mullet and Lars wearing a button-up - each 
donning their tacky, tri-toned bowling shoes. Despite her uneasy feelings about the night ahead, Maggie can't 
help but smile inwardly at the sight. 


‘Guys, Maggie is here," Tori announces as they approach. 


"Hey!" Kirk turns, evidently a little tipsy already as he gathers Maggie into a friendly embrace. "Our maid of 
honor! Nice to see ya, Mags!" 


Yep, he's definitely been drinking. 


"Nice to see you, Kirk," she replies, face splitting into a reluctant grin. His mood is infectious. "Didn't expect to 


see you in San Francisco again so soon. Aren't you guys on tour?" 


"Yeah, but we're off till the twelfth, and as opposed to hanging out in Mexico City for the next nine days we 


decided to just come home." 


As her eyes drift over Kirk's shoulder to connect with James’, which are already inspecting her like she is 


some sort of cancerous growth, she thinks that maybe they should've just stayed in Mexico anyway. 


"IF it isn't the world's biggest instigator," Lars says as he saunters over, hooking an arm around Maggie's neck. 
His breath washes over her face; it reeks of Corona. "You've got balls showing your face again, kid With the 
bad rap you took last time we were all together, | didn't think you'd show up." 


"Yeah, well, if there's a place for balls, a bowling alley would be it, wouldn't it?" she snipes back 


He laughs, letting his hand drop to her back. "Touche. Speaking of balls, come pick yours out. We have been 
waiting to start for twenty minutes and Hetfield is getting antsy." 


As she and Lars lean over the ball rack, getting all too consumed in a debate on which ball had the best design, 
she feels a pair of eyes digging daggers into her back 


eR 


Her saving grace that night ends up being Lars, in more ways than one. All she had to do was offhandedly 
mention the painting she'd sold earlier that day, and he was hooked. They sit next to each other and chat 
animatedly about art, Lars' favorite painters and the artists he knew personally, the pieces he had in his 
collection, which medium Maggie liked to use best and the painters she found her inspiration in. While the 
discussions seem very insular, she doesn't let herself feel bad. It gives her an escape from Kirk and Tori's 
blatant flirting, Jason's veiled but persistent advances, and James' dark cloud of negativity that seems to follow 


him no matter where he moves through the room. 
"Is he always like this?" she asks Lars. 


"Sometimes," he whispers conspiratorially, raising his beer to his lips. "Very off and on. You get used to it. 
When he gets a little more booze into him, he'll get better." 


That didn't seem like a good thing to her. Still, whenever James' eyes are averted elsewhere, Maggie can't help 
but watch him. His tough shell starts to crack throughout the night, and by the time they're on their third 
consecutive game, he's sitting with his feet propped on the ball rack, discussing ball throwing techniques with 
the newlyweds. Her eyes travel from the smooth soles of his rental shoes, up his denim-clad legs to where 
they meet with his square hips, then further up to the blond hair that curls around the collar of his shirt, 
the blond facial hair that tickles his lips when they turn up into a laugh or a smile. The nice, white teeth. He 


seems to be a different person entirely when he's not scowling. 


By the eighth frame of the fourth game, Maggie is bowling abysmally. She's thrown two gutter balls in a row, 


and as she walks back toward her seat beside Lars, she says, "I really suck at this, guys." 


"Not surprising," James puts in. It's the first time he's spoken to her all night. "You seem to be good at 


screwing things up." 


She meets his gaze, replicates its steeliness. "I'm sure you weren't thinking about that when | was screwing 


You. 


The snickers her response gets are gratifying. She plops back down into her seat, sandwiched between Lars and 
Jason, and Hetfield refuses to comment. 


Tori is next, and Kirk stands pressed behind her at the edge of the lane, arms curled around hers as he "helps 
teach her how to improve her form." They're giggling and smiling, doing anything but actually bowling. 


"Sickening," Lars says, taking another drink. 


"They're having fun," Jason says. He looks to Maggie and places a hand on her leg. "If anything, you're the one 


who needs guidance, eh Pro Bowler?" 
"l'Il pass on having Kirk wrapped around my ass like that." 
‘I'm sure there's someone else here that could assist you.” 


Her eyes flick up to James, and her face gets hot when she sees him looking back. She feels hollow but 
shivering, a bell waiting to be struck Feigning ignorance, she asks Jason, "Who would that be?" 


He bobs his eyebrows at her. "If you're taking volunteers...” 

lim not." 

His hand swipes up her thigh as he draws it away. "Well, if you change your mind, I'm an expert" 

"Yeah, Jason handles things with holes in them all the time," Lars chimes in. 

Jason smiles triumphantly at Maggie. Elbowing Lars’ side, she hisses, "Don't encourage him." 

Across from them, James simply smirks. 

EK 

Outside, rain persistently hammers the ground as if the rapture has come. A large puddle fills the center of 


the parking lot, reflecting shimmers of orange lamplight. The group of them stand beneath the awning by the 
front door. 


Kirk leans against the wall, smoking a cigarette, and Tori faces him, their hips pressed together. Maggie 
watches them for a moment, noting the way Tori's hands occasionally settle on Kirk's chest as she speaks, the 
big thick ring still taking residence on her second-to-last finger. 

Lars is beside her, chewing loudly on his gum as he continues his monologue about fan brushes: "| mean, my 
dad would always get pissed at me for fuckin’ playing with them, but how can you not? They're soft as shit. 
Like little fuckin’ kitten's fur. | would rub them all over my face and tickle myself with them and shit." 


She smiles sleepily. "They're great. | probably have way more than any person should. | love fan brushes 
because they're perfect for painting water and shit, things like that that require real soft strokes." 


"James knows all about your ‘soft strokes," Lars probes with a grin 
"And her hard strokes," James says from across the porch. 

"Fuck you," Maggie spits. 

"You already did." 


From the way his eyes gleam when she takes a step toward him, she can tell that this is what he's been 
wanting her to do, to get all worked up and flustered. He takes a step forward too. 


I'm not afraid of you," she says with all the venom she can muster. 

"Do you think | give a shit?" 

"Do you give a shit about anything other than yourself?" 

‘| do," he says. His voice lowers. "But | certainly don't give a shit about you." 

"Judging by how invested you are in pissing me off, it seems you do." 

| wouldn't do it so often if you didn't make it so damn easy." 

"Is this how you talk to all the girls you've slept with?" 

"I don't talk to the girls | sleep with, so you should feel fucking special, princess." 

"Knock it the fuck off, you two," Lars says, wedging between them and pushing them apart. "This is pathetic." 


Blue eyes, icy in the streetlamp light, give her one last frozen look before he turns his back to her and 
resumes his post against the support beam. Maggie stumbles backward, guided by a tug on the arm from 


Jason, who leads her to the opposite end of the overhang and stands between her and Hetfield like a security 


officer. 


And then it becomes so silent that all that hangs between them is the sound of raindrops assaulting the 
ground. 


Her chest heaves, lungs taut with anger. All she wants to do is launch herself across the porch and claw at 


James' eyes. Or his chest. Or his back. 
"So," Jason says after a moment, fishing for something to say, "Its pretty wet out here, huh?" 
He slides an arm around her shoulder. Maggie shakes it off. 


‘Its the only wet thing you'll be seeing tonight, so enjoy it," she grumbles. 


